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Jason flopped down into his bunk with a contented grunt. The show had gone well, he hadn't been pushed 
around too much backstage, and so far the tour bus had stayed on smooth roads. Staring up at the dark 
wooden bottom of the bunk above his, Jason placed a hand on his full stomach contentedly. All of his needs 


were met.. Except one. 


Trailing his hands down to the waist-band of jeans, Jason slowly pushed them down and removed them. Laying 
back again with a soft sigh, he remained still for a moment, thinking. Sometimes he wondered if he was going 
crazy. After all, lusting after the front-man of your own band wasn't exactly normal. Especially the part about 
him being another man. 


But these thoughts were doing nothing to fix the bassist's current and more pressing issue. His hands moved 
down and under the elastic of his boxers almost of their own volition. Jason gasped before he could stop 
himself when his cold hands touched the warm flesh of his cock Letting his eyes flutter shut and his head tilt 
back into the pillow, Jason began to stroke himself slowly, thoughts of James running through his head. James, 
hot and sweaty up on stage, bright blue eyes full of savage concentration. James, surrounded by the scent of 


musk and beer, flinging an arm around him and pulling him close. James- 


Jason's thoughts and hand stopped abruptly when he heard heavy footsteps approaching his bunk. Quickly 
withdrawing his hand from his boxers and rolling over onto his side, he pretended to be asleep. 


Almost immediately afterwards, the curtain of his bunk was roughly swept aside. Jason could feel someone sit 


down on the edge of the mattress, then heard the curtain slide shut. 

"Jason, | know you're awake." 

The gruff and unmistakable voice of James Hetfield made Jason's body stiffen in nervousness. 
"Yeah." He replied, without turning to face his band-mate. ‘Oh God, did he hear me jerking off? 
There was silence for a moment, then, "l.. | need to ask you something." 


Jason allowed himself a short moment of relief before he frowned. Was that a hint of nervousness that he 


detected in James' voice? "Sure, shoot.” 


Another pause. Jason could hear James shift, and run his hands through his hair before continuing, "So. Ah.. 
You know how Lars and Kirk are always acting all gay for the cameras, and kissing and all that shit?" 


Jason nodded slightly, then realized that James probably couldn't see the movement in the semi-darkness. 


"Yeah. What about it?" He felt an unexplainable flutter of excitement in his belly. 


James drew in a deep breath and released it slowly. "Well | was just kinda wondering what they see in it that 
makes them do it. What it feels like that is so enjoyable for them.. Y'know?" He stopped, leaving a thick, 
awkward silence. "Actually, just forget it man. It was a stupid question” James abruptly made a move to leave 
the bunk when a hand on his wrist stopped him. 


An Answer 


"No, wait!" Jason exclaimed, feeling his face burn immediately afterwards, “Its- It's not a stupid question | 
was," Jason swallowed heavily, "I was wondering the same thing." Belatedly he removed his hand from James' 
wrist and waited for a response. Rolling over to face the singer, he was surprised to come face-to-face with 
him. Sometime during Jason's plea for him to stay, James had obviously laid down next to him. Startled, Jason 


froze, looking into the other man's eyes. 


As if in a trance, James slowly reached up and stroked Jason's hair softly. Still petrified, Jason couldn't move 
as he felt James cup his cheek and move in closer. The sound of Lars snoring across the hall faded and 


seemed to disappear when Jason felt warm breath on his lips. 


Then a mouth was gently placed on his, and a hand was tangled in his hair. Getting over the initial shock, Jason 


leaned into the kiss, bringing one of his arms up and wrapping it around the singer's neck to pull him closer. 


Affer a few seconds of the kiss, James pulled away slightly. His pupils were blown wide, and he was breathing 
heavily. "Jase." He whispered, moving his hands so they were resting on the bassist's hips. 


Jason didn't reply, but he pressed his body along James’, and pulled him in for a searing kiss. It wasn't long 
before tongue was involved, and Jason could feel James’ erection pressing against his lower stomach. 


The bassist let out a surprised squeak when he suddenly found himself flipped over onto his back with James 
on top of him. "What-" Jason panted when James finally resurfaced for air. 


"Don't talk, just feel" Was the husky reply. 


Jason could only gasp in return, as strong hands began to tug at the thin fabric of his boxers. A moment later 
the piece of cloth was gone, and Jason had to stifle a groan when he felt the cool air of the tour bus washing 
over his man-hood. "J-James.." He panted, doing his best to stay quiet. "Touch me, please-" 


James chuckled softly at the sight before him, his own cock now straining against the tight jeans he was 
wearing. "Hush now, we wouldn't want Kirk or Lars to wake up and hear you, now would we?" He purred, hands 


straying tantalizingly close to the bassist;s throbbing member. 


Jason shook his head frantically, throwing his arm across his mouth and biting down harshly to stifle his 


moans. 
Finally James closed his hand around Jason's cock, stroking it slowly but firmly. Jason bucked his hips up wildly, 
silently begging for more. To his dismay however, James stopped completely, smiling when he heard Jason's 


muffled whimper. 


"| need attention too." He reminded Jason gruffly, unbuttoning his jeans and pulling them off. 


"Going commando, eh?" Jason laughed breathlessly, face flushed. 


James just grinned. "As always." 


Midnight Loving 


James just grinned in reply to Jason's query. "As always." 


His grin was abruptly wiped off of his face however, and replaced with a slack-jawed expression of pure 
pleasure when Jason began to tease the tip of his cock with one hand, and fondle his balls with the other. A 
loud moan was ripped out of the singer's chest before he could stop it, but luckily none of their other band- 


mates awoke. 


A dribble of pre-cum leaked out of James' cock, and he stopped Jason with shaking hands. "If we're going to do 
this, then let's do it together." 


Without giving his band-mate any time to say something in return, James moved so that their erections were 
rubbing together roughly. Jason bucked his hips, panting and groaning desperately. James threw his head back, 
clenching his teeth to prevent the scream of pleasure that was building inside of him. 


Jason slowly brought one of his hands up and fisted it in the singer's hair. His other hand snaked down to 
sloppily hold their dicks together. Moving his hips up and down in a steady rhythm, the bassist felt an electric 
ball of white heat and pleasure building up inside of him. "Ah, James.." He moaned, moving his hand from his 
lover's hair and clutching the back of his shirt instead. 


James let his head fall down onto Jason's shoulder, another low moan coming from deep within. Turning his 


face slightly, the singer gently bit Jason's earlobe before leaving a sloppy trail of kisses down the bassist's 
neck. 
"|" 


Jason began breathlessly, grinding his hips up, "I'm gonna cum." 


James wrapped his arms around Jason, his own thrusts becoming more erratic. He could only grunt in return, 


feeling himself drawing closer and closer to the edge with each movement. 


"Ah!" Jason reached his orgasm, waves of hot pleasure washing over him. His warm seed splattered up onto 
his belly and James' hips. 


The combination of seeing Jason come undone beneath him, and the feeling of the bassists cum against his 
own hard cock sent James over the edge. He came hard, collapsing beside Jason as the after-shocks wracked 
his frame. 

Finally it was all over, and they lay there, a mass of sweaty limbs and damp hair. 


"I can see why they like it" James mused quietly. 


Jason could only nod in reply, wrapping his arms around the other man. Smiling, James scooted closer, holding 


Jason gently in his arms. 


The stars smiled down on the two sleeping lovers, as the bus ran swiftly on into the night. 


